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In the picture there was no little tight line, and
the eyes were bright and keen.

She touched it lovingly. She saw then that the
cord by which it was suspended was almost worn
through, and made an exclamation. If ir had
hung much longer like that it would have fallen*
and then what would he have thought?

Death? Or unhapniness? She remembered
the story in her own life, when her father's picture
had been found that Christmas evening, fallen to
the ground beside the sideboard. She remembered
how impressed he had been by that story.

Her hands lingered about the frayed cord.

"We're ready for that picture now, Mm
Nealc," said one of the maids, perched on a step-
ladder, with a duster in her hand, and a great deal
of unprovocative cashmere stocking showing.

"Are you?" She stood quite still, uncertain of
how to act. If the picture fell, would he under*
stand?

" IT! give you a hand/' said the other maid, and
came across to fetch it. They carried it with them
to the fireplace.

"Why, look," said the maid on the ladder,
*' that cord is quite frayed* The picture might fa*!
down and then what would he say? Oh my, he
would be surprised!**

The girls started to giggle. They knew quite
wefl how superstitious nt was, and it was more
than a joke in the servants* hall. Hilda Node
silenced them with a look.

"Mllast;* she said

The girls looked at one another, They knew
quite well that it would not last, but they also